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LENVOI. 



60^ little book — when crael glance 
Shall o'er thy pages steal. 

Sneer at each day-dream of romance, 
And every fault reveal. 



To me 'twill be no martyr-stake. 
If lovelier eyes shall spare 

One pitying look, for friendship's 
And rest in kindness there 



'THE 



BLIGHTED ROSEBUD; 



OR, 



THE STORY OF MEIMOON AND ZULEIKA. 



FROM THE PERSIAN OP 



JELAL-UDDEEN SHIRAZL 



Faro come eolvi, cbe iiiftoft, • die« !" 



PREFACE. 



Jelal-uddebn was at the height of hia reputation in the 
year of the Hegira 650, which is equivalent to 1S58 of 
Christian computation. — ^He was the contemporary and 
intimate friend of the celebrated Musle-Haddeen-Sheikh 
Sidi — and a native of the same city, Shiraz. 

Upon Sheilch Sadi (the author of the Gulistan, the 
most excellent of Persian writers) Jelal-uddeen con- 
fesses that he looks with the same sort of astonishment^ 
with which an owl regards the Sun. 

The only source of inspiration which I have altogether 
neglected, is one to which he falls a victim four times in 
the course of the Poem ; and by dint of which a mole 
on Zuleika's left cheek is celebrated with a degree of 
enthusiasm which sets translation at defiance. 

The word ^^Ishk" (love, or affection) occurs about 
seventy times— and the word ''Rose," in all its com- 
pounds, at least a hundred times in the course of the 
poem. 

In one instance the Poet compares the sight of Zuleika 
to the first taste of a tart made of rose-leaves. 



PREFACE. 



Notwiritgtiniiiiigthcge defect!, ttc poem contaJM 
ioft lioet and lovely images than I oonld hope to lender, 
were I to live on ooDserre of roaea for tlie real of my 
existence. 

The troth is, tiiat Persian poetry, nniiTalled aa it ia in 
the East, if yon reduce it to its constitnents, owes all its 
charm to nightingales, rosea, and black eyea. — ^And, as 
Moore has truly said, 

** A Pefsian heaven is soon mad»-— 
Tis bat black eyea and lemonade." 
To justify the occaaional instanr<*s of alliteration which 
ooeor, I should observe, that in the original they present 
themselves in every sixth line at leaat—- and always with 
a violence unknown to European eark 

I may, however, hope for pardon, when such linea as 
the following occur ia the iaultleaa atanxaa of Childe 
Harold^ 

^There the blithe bee hia fragrant fottreaa builds.'' 



THE BLIGHTED ROSEBUD, 



I SAW her rise, the faithless Moon, 

Pearl of the sky, o'er Isfahoon (a) — 

No purer, softer light has shed 

Golconda's gem on Beauty's bed — 

But, as it lit the glittering mosque, 

Less welcome to the lone kiosk. 

Her bright and planetary power 

Has pierced Zuleika's midnight bower. 

c 



10 THE BLIGHTED EOSEBUD. 



And there, in that prismatic ray, 
Star of the East, the maiden lay ; 
Save when the muslin sunk or rose, 
The tell-tale of intense repose. 
Too fair for earth, she seem'd to be 
In Death's serene tranquillity. — 



And said I, that the Champak there 
Has perfumed all the whispering air ? 
That yonder fairy form is laid 
Low in the myrtle's guardian shade ? 
And as her drooping tresses twine 
Buds of the odorous jessamine. 
She slept, on Nature's emerald throne. 
Peerless, and pure ? 

But not alone 

Her sigh has thrilled the fainting air — 
As warm a Heart, as true in Prayer, 
Has watched the sleeper's sacred rest 
As e'er in Yemen's shrine has pressed 
The fabled Kaaba(b) of the Blest. 



THE BLIGHTED ROSEBUD. 11 



But, by the Prophet, by thy beard. 
Child of the Pesert, fiercely reared 
Beneath the gleaming^ glittering sky. 
Of Heaven's unclouded Aiaby, 
Why trust thee to the guilty shade. 
To break the rest of Persian maid ? 
They say your Arab maidens scorn 
The Mountain-Rose of false Jran(c 
Is this, her solitary bower 
More lovely, that it holds a Giaour ? 
No— brighter, purer, lovelier far 
In Yemen's sky is yonder star. 
And sweeter her own cedar shade, 
Than Bulbul's song, or Persian maid. 



But thought He thus, the young Meimoon? 
He gazed upon the chaste, cold moon— 
His hand the leaflets dashed asidi 
The lattice low his foot has tried, 
And he is at Zuleika's side. — 



12 THE BLIGHTED ROSEBUD. 



A atarty a wild^ and withering screamy 
A waking from fantastic dream, 
An eye, that sought in azure space 
To meet the moonbeam, face to face — 
Are these the greetings that she gave 
To him who sought her— or the grave ? 



^'Zuleika! peace — Zuleika! love, 
** 6ismillah(d) — ^by the power above 
'' That to the faithful few has given 
'' The hundred jasper keys of heaven, 
'' Zuleika! — come I, aU too' late, 
** Unbidden, to thy Haram(e) Gate? 



tt 



ti 



<< But — ^by the vow so lately made 
In this thy Bower's holy shade. 
When Heaven beheld the plighted oath 
** That sealed our sympathetic troth, 
'* He waits, the swiftest of his breed, 
'' Here, at thy gate, my Arab steed. 



THE BLIGHTED ROSEBUD. 13 



" His nostrils scent the dates afar 
*' That taint the gales of Candahar, 
*' His Desert-home he loves too well 
" To linger at thy leafy cell/'— 



'* Faintly, and softly thus the Maid — 
« Meimoon ! my mother oft has said 
*' Zuleika ! place thy wavering trust 
'' In the lone desert's changeful dust, 
** And let thy footsteps, wandering wide, 
** In blood-stained Goule(f ) or Deev confide, 
<< O list thee to their accents wild — 
*' But not to breath of Yemen's child." 



— " Zuleika !" " Nay, my plaint is made — 

'< But, if my mother truly said, 
'' If Deev and Goule and Genii stand 
'* To guard the Gate of Yemen's land, 
'' To those bright bowers of the blest 



" Wing we our flight — and be at rest. 

D 



9f 



n. 



Tho' pale his shrine and far away, 

Linger Love's pilgrims ? — Can delay, 

Or fear, or sorrow intervene 

To haunt the spot where Love has been, 

Or cold, disconsolate Despair 

Sear the lone rose that blossoms there ? 



THE BLIGHTED ROSEBUD. 15 



One parting look Zuleika cast ; 
The lattice low the maiden past, 
And, in the moment*s mournful power, 
Each one, her own, and favourite flower, 
An aromatic tear-drop shed. 
And drooped upon its leafy bed. 



There in the solitary shade 
Grew with their growth the dark-eyed Maid ; (a) 
Each green leaf that she stopped to bless 
Might speak departed happiness. . 



For all, and each, a last farewell ; 
For Him no filial murmur fell. 
Who watched her, in that Haram's hold. 
More precious than Bokhara*s gold — 
Father ? — ^recall that hallowed name^- 
For him no life-blood mantling came. 



16 THE BLIOBTED ROSEBUD. 



And jety in Passion's tempest hour. 
One thought has fled from thee, young Giaour, 
One parting sigh to heaven has strayed. 
To bless a mother's holy shade. 



O ! Arab girls are passing fair — 
They tell me that their tangled hair. 
May match in wild and wanton grace 
Yon cloud upon the pale Moon's face, 
Yon dark and transitory streak — 
But darker on Zuleika's cheek 
All softly fell her flowing hair, 
And kissed the blush that kindled there — 
A long, long blush of Loveliness ! 



The very stars shone forth to bless, 
And on earth's purest, holiest sight 
Shed, sister-like, approving light — 



THE BLIGHTED ROSEBUD. 17 



Gently die spoke, as tho' the wind 
Might wafl her very thoughts behind, 
Till each low note of Love and Fear 
Clashed wildly on old Mahmoud's ear. 
One trembling arm is round thee thrown. 
Unholy Giaour, yet her own. 
Her heart's young Hope, her Arab Love — 
Gazelle-like, that soft eye might move 
The Bheel, (b) whose sanguinary knife 
Drinks the hot tide of parting life — 



For, as they passed his jungle throne, 
The Forest-King, unfed, alone, 
Uproused him in his reedy den. 
Sheathed his red claw, and crouched again, (c) 



He told, to wile tiie lonely way. 
Tales of far Ind, and stem Kathay, 

E 



18 THE BLIGHTED ROSEBUD. 



Love-tales, that lulled a Sultan's ear, 
By thy bright lake, divine Cashmere, 
When she, the fairest of them all. 
Drooped her dark eye, young Nour-mahal. 



'g 



The Rainbow's dyes are poured alonj 
The shadows of that stormy song, 
Fair Houri-forms unearthly gleam 
Immortal, in the varying theme, 
And as the kindling spirit glows, 
Breathes, beams, exists, each living Rose ; 
Earth, lulled to rest. Heaven's stars above, 
Melt in one melody of love. 
Still in the dreamer's panting soul 
One mightier tint usurps the whole, 
Blends each soft thought in beauty rare. 
And shrines Zuleika's image there. 



As wilder with fictitious woes 
The legendary fable rose. 



THE BLIGHTED ROSEBUD. 19 



O'er cypress glade, and gloomy dell 
Faintly the struggling moonbeam fell. 
And flashed upon the quivering stream — 



'^ Zuleika ! — ^seest thou yonder gleam, 
*' Yon pale, and melancholy ray? 
'' There, in the distant date-groves, stray 
'^ My Arab steeds — In those blue skies 
" For thee the feathery Palm-trees rise, 
" For theey thro' all the sunny year, 
" The Cistus sheds its amber tear, 
V Gazelle, and flower, and feathery tree 
'' Rear their light forms, and live for thee,*' 



I would you had been there to hear 
The pearls (d) he strung on Passion's ear ; 
To Bul-bul, of a thousand (e) songs, 
A note less wild, less sweet belongs, 
A tale less lovely, and less sad 
Haunts the lone stream of Rok-nabad. 



20 THE BLIGHTED ROSEBUD. 



Each cadence low be paused between 

To gaze on ber be loved ^Tbe scene 

Tbe time, tbe bour, the soft ray sbed, 
Kalaat4ike,(f) o'er ber starry bead 
Poured sweetness (g) on his soul ; be seemed 
To drink more deeply, as it beamed. 
Of that pure cup of shadowy bliss. 
Anticipated happiness ! — 



Zuleika ! on thy bridal boor 
Howl angry winds ? fierce storm-clouds lower ? 
Yet if the tints of coming woe 
Prophetic shadows darkly throw, 
Tbe wearied heart more fondly clings 
To the brief joy the moment brings, 
And lovelier deems tbe parting light 
Which lingers last — and sets in night. 



in. 



Land of the East! (a) primsval clime ! 
Blest Land, whicb, at the birth of time, 
In Nature's morning chastely stood, 
Cradled in peace, beheld of God ! — 
Wreathed in young smiles, yet vainly fair 
Till love had decked an altar there. 
And gemmed with //er, the loveliest flower, 
And last, Creation's marriage-bower — 

F 
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Earth's giant-son, whose white arms gleam 
0*er sainted Jumna's holy stream 
Far, far in Rajah-chained Thibet — 
Then clad in gold, and loftier yet 
With proud immeasurable ray, 
Flashed on wild Fars,(d) the God of day. 



Slowly they moved, the youthful pair ! 
Ah ! me, so lonely and so fair, 
Like that twin-flower, (e) which nightly shed 
Ambrosia on the Prophet's head, 
The very earth their footsteps kiss 
Returned a sound of thankfulness ! 



Behind, the wild and mountain way- 
Before them, Yemen proudly lay 
In beauty, like an Eastern bride — 
Then cloudless all, serene, and wide. 
Path of the brave, unstained, and free, 
The sand's intenninable sea. 



24 THE BLIGHTED &09EBUD. 



Palm-clad, in Nature's holiest green, (f) 
Bright isles of joy appear between, 
Which circling waves of sand enfold, 
Eternal emeralds, set in gold — 
Like those rare hours of hope, which bless 
The desert of life's wretchedness ! 



THE BLIGHTED ROSEBUP. 25 



Zuleika ! on the beauteous sight 
•Rest thy soft looks of Love and Light ? 
Pause they on yonder fairy land ? 
How gold-like gleams the yellow strand ! 
The dying ro8e(g) is in the air, 
A thousand lakes flash brightness there, 
And heaven has decked the sunny skies 
To gild a mortal paradise ! 



So deemed they — for the panting soul 
Winged its free way, and scorned controul — 
But thought they, that each watery (h) wreath 
Had lured the Hadgi's feet to death ? 
O ! knew they, that the summer wind 
Rose-like, left bitterness behind ? 
Like that fair fhiit, of loveliest dye. 
Which mocks the taste, but glads the eye, 
Unholy, on the Dead sea's shore — 
A fruit as false the vision bore, 

G 



zr, TH£ i.l:ohtx3 a.^fixr^- 



IT J - * * _ ^ - 



Go, PenzaD Majd — br Pasaoo taszt^t. 
With bri^htoesf deck each scninr tboczr:t ; 
Dream toot ibort dream of Lofie aad J 3t. 
It if Tovr latest, Aiab bor ! 



Heard je that shoot? again, again ? 
A himdied war-«teeds throng the plain — 
Swell the wild notes of rage and fear. 
Flashes the red and ruthless spear. 
Its qnirer one tme Arab breast ! — 
Let weeping pity Teil the rest. 
And mercy, with a sister^s care, 
Shrcmd the yoong heart, which slumbers there 



Why swell the tale of Beant/s woes. 
My soul ? they bore that bitted Rose 



THE BLIOHTEP ROSEBUD.' 27 



Back to her own, her broken bower — 

There, day by day, and hour by hour, 

like early violet dipped in dew. 

She drooped her neck, and languished too ! 

Dissevered was life's fairy chain ; 

Ck)uld friendship join the links again, 

Or bind afresh the undying vow ? 

Around her melancholy brow 

Darkly she twined a Cypress Wreath, (i) 

And laid it on the lap of death ! 



Shrined in affection's holy ray. 
Their life was one sweet summer-day. 
And when the gilded dream was past, 
That summer-day, their first, and last, 
They moored their bark on Freedom's shore. 
Slept a long sleep, and grieved no more ! — 



28 THE BLIGHTED ROSEBUD. 



So fare thy pilgrims, gentle Love ! 



For me, all earthly cares above, 



For me — ^who yield the nobler part, 
And manlier, of a breaking heart 
To that mysterious hidden spell. 
Which haunts the soul's enchanted cell 
Too deeply for its own repose. 
One lava-thought resistless glows, 
Chases brief rest at spring of day, 
Burns in the fierce meridian ray, 
And when, at evening's dewy breath, 
Meek nature droops in mimic death. 
Love, Hope, or call it what you wil]. 
Sheds a pure light — and guides me still. 



NOTES. 



Note a 
PeaH <^the sky^ o'er I^uhMm* 

In this pedantic worcj^ f'^^O '' -> T^^^^h 7^^ ^^^^ 
scarcely recognize your ancient friend " Ispahan/' — 

Bnt if you desire an authority for such penrersion of 
sound, listen to that accomplished coxcomb, the Persian 
ambassador — and you will find that I haye not assumed 
an arbitrary pronunciation of the word. — 

There is a proyerb to the following effect : — " Ispahan 
nisfi lehan — " (Ispahan is half the world.) — 

This the above-mentioned character pronounces in- 
variably thus — ^''Isfahoon nisfi lehoon." 

It may also be well to remember the metamorphosis 
which takes place in the two yowels of the capital of 
England. 

b 
Tkefabkd Kaabaqfike Blest. 
The Kaaba, or holy stone of Mecca. — ^The epithet 
attached to it in the Persian is not exactly *' fabled'' — 
but renowned, celebrated, storied. 

c 
The mmmUan'rote qf false Iran. 
The Persian, or natives of Iran, are Schiahs, of the 
sect of All — accursed in the eye of Turk and Arab. 

d 
BismiUah — by the Power ab<ne. 
Bismillah, an approved execration, signifying ''By 
the power of AllalL" 

e 
UninddeHy to iky Haram Gate. 
The word '' Haram" (pronounced Hurraum) is appli- 
cable not merely to the sanctuary of beauty — but to 

every thing " forbidden." 

H 
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f 
In Uood'ttained Gomk, or Deevj ccnfide. 
The ^'Ooules/' who are supposed to prey upon the 
bodies of the dead ; — the ** Deevs/' or immortal spirits 
which haunt the chain of Caucasus, to the north of 
Tehran, — ^the Oin, or Oenii, and the Peri, or Fairies, 
constitute the whole mechanism of the invisible world 
of Persian mythology. 



II. 



a 
Dark-eyed Maid, 

The epithet, in the Persian, is Mah-unwar; which 
signifieth '* Moon-faced." 

By the perversity of human nature, the Persians, the 
handsomest people in the world, admire only that style 
of Beauty which deviates the most from the national 
characteristics. 

Hence, their admiration of any thing *^ Moon-faced" is 
unbounded — ^whilst a Beauty, that would set ten poets 
raving, is despised as conunon-place. 

Attached to Sir John Malcolm's embassy was an 
Englishman of the name of Stracey, who possessed the 
infinite advantage of this sort of countenance. On the 
day of presentation, at Tehran, all eyes were turned upon 
him, and the Court Poet immediately composed an ode in 
bis praise, which I have seen, and which begins thus — 

'' Hi Iran amud Sterg^— ke Sterg^ ? Mah-unwar." 
which, being interpreted, is 

*< To Persia came Sterg^— what Sterg^ ? the Moon-faced." 
I ought to observe, that the word *' Stracey," not being 
sufficiently harmonious, was changed into ** Sterg^" by 
the Poet. 



NOTES. 
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To say the truth, he had rather a lunar look — ^but 
was not much flattered by the compliment, as I have 
heard. 

b 
The Bheelj whote Bongmnary knife. 
The Bheely or Mountain-robber of India. 



Skeaihed hU red claw — and erouched again, 
I wish I could invest this meritorious forbearance on 
the part of the Lion, with the splendid drapery of the 
original. — The lines are moii Lum-Uke. 

d 
The pearls, t^c. 
Translated word for word. 

e 
To BtU'lnd of a thousand aonge. 
The ^'sud nuwa/' or thousand songs of the Bul-bul, 
are thus alluded to by Hafiz — 

" Herche oo uz humzubani shud juda 
Be-zuban shud, gerch^ darud sud nuwa." 
'' He who is banished from those who speak the same 

tongue, 
Is without a tongue, although he should know a thousand 
melodies." ' 

f 
KaUuLt-Ukt. 
The Kalaat is the dress of honour, bestowed on per- 
sons of consideration. 

g 
Poured neeetneas. 

In the Persian, ''poured sugar." — I have allowed 

myself this departure from the text, in the belief that it 

might seem most inhuman to treat Meimoon's soul as 

though it were an "Omelette sncr^e," or a plate of 

Strawberries. 
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III. 



I have omitted a great part cvf the poet's address to 
his natire land. It is the most finished part of his 
poem — bat the imaf^es are Terr strange. 

He sajSy for instance, tiiat the dews which hang <m 
the leaTes of the Acacia are ^ blood-eolonred,^— that 
^ her bread is timed into bitterness,"— and that Joj sits 
in her ooarts, wrapped in a mooming mantle. 

All this is descriptiTe of the r^ine and cmeltj which 
has degraded the roae-gaiden of the East into a den 
of murder. 

One of the kings of that country (I think Aga Ma- 
humiiiid Khan) leried a aadc of human eyes from the 
onhappy promoe of Kcnnan. 

Etcu this act is hnmanity in comparisoa with the 
atrocities of the latter days of Nadir-shih. The streams 
did indeed ran blood in his days. 



b 
(lOAj TttA IfsAaiiiind s ffsiwf JG ) 
I have interworen this line, word for word, as a 
sample of the presence of mind of a tme belierer. 

Ailer dwelling, with the deepest feeling, on the wrongs 
of his conntiyy he exclaims (mechanically, et par ptren« 
tli^,)_<«GtMl is God! and Mahaiiiiiiid is his Pro- 
phet !"--HUid then returns to the subject with increased 
ferroar. 

c 

It is a common piejndice in the East, that the rays 
of the SOB are intercepted for many hours by the snowy 
range of die Himala, or Himaliya mountains. 
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d 

Hashed on wUd Fars, 
Fan or Faraistan, synonymous with Iran, or Persia. 

e 
Like thai twin-flower. 
Casuists believe Natural and Revealed Religion to 
be typified under the figure of the flovirer which thus 
befriended Mahuumud. 

f 
In Nature's holiest green. 
Green is the blessed colour of the Prophet — ^the badge 
of the Faithful. 

The dying Rase is ta the air. 
Travellers say there is a perfume of withered rose- 
leaves in the wind which blows over the desert from the 
north-east. 

h 
But thought they that each watery wreath 
Had lured the Hadgi'sfeet to Death? 
The 8ohr-ab, or water of the IXesert — ^the false and 
treacherous mirage. 

Darkly she twined a Cypress wreathy 
And had U on the lap <^ deaJlh ! 
In the Persian, literally, — ''She hung the wreath of 
affection upon the Cypress of the Grave — " 



POEMS. 



POEMS. 



LOVE AND THE PERL 



These lines are firom a imaU Yolume of Poemi by 
the unfortunate Lootf-Ali-Khan, whose attempt to reach the 
Persian throne, loss of sight, and cruel death, are the theme 
of many an Eastern story. 



LovBy tell me— can that mimic bow, 

Can yon fantastic dart. 
High damesy and wairior chiefs lay low, 

Or wound a Peri's heart ? 



This mimic bow, my own Gulnare, 
Yon frail and feathery dart 

Seek thro' the moonlit midnight air 
A quivering targe — ^thy heart. 

K 
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Love, tell me, can that laggard wing. 
Which drinks the lunar ray, 

Swift through the empyrean spring, 
And bear thee — ^far away? 



This laggard wing, Gulnare? — I go- 
To prove its wandering art. 

My hand shall keep the glittering bow- 
The feathery death — thy heart. 



NORTH CAPE. 



Written at Shabeena, in Rnssian Lapland, after shipwreck— 

Sept. 23, 1821. 



Grate of the North! o'er the unhonoured dead 
Yet motionless thy faithless waters sleep 
As I am looking — and thy hoary head 
Tells not of wintry wrath — ^but from the steep 
Bright beams the midnight sun along the deep— 
I see thee, but I trust thee not; I know 
How fiercely the wild winds their revels keep- 
How at thy rugged base each rock might show 
Stem trace of mortal strife, sad, lonely Mageroe ! 



40 POEMS. 



Thy muflic is the sea-bird's shrill alarm 

And troubled ocean's roar — ^when round thee dash 

Billows that threaten heaven — and the charm 

Of Lapland sorceress has bid them clash 

With the wild meteor's glare, and lightning's flash ! 

The desolate cry, all hopeless of escape, 

The shivered sail, the falling mainmast's crash, 



^ , / / ^ / / y //''>>•, V .^..ci^ Life's latest pang, and horror's deadliest shape, 

'U.U J^^-^^i s"^ ''^** <t«^ y ^'-''i* / A^'^ ^* " ''^7 . -^ >*r - Such scenes of joy are thine, proud solitary Cape! 



Twas past — and I did hope that heaven might spare 
Our slender bark, thus bravely venturing ; 
Then came the Hurricane, the Leak, Despair 
Careless of life, and past endeavouring. 
O \ it was worse than dissolution's sting 
To die a thousand deaths, yet not to leave 
The tenement to which we fondly cling 
When the grave closes round us ; to believe 
The heart too hard for prayer, too tender not to grieve 
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0*er Home and its sweet tfaonghts, as bitteriy 
Gushed adown bearded chedu the unbiddeii tear, 
Sflent and sobless in its agony — 
But when the soul and sense in conflict were, 
Twas strange to mooniy sach consiimntati<»i near, 
0*er faDen hopes, life lost, ere yet begun. 
When all that love and memory held dear 
Should sink beneath the waves — the ^orious sun 
Setting for aye to us, ere his high course was run! 



HER GRAVE. 



MouRKFULLY ovcT her silent grave 

I stood at the young day's dawning, 

When the sun rose up from the Bothnian wave, 
My dark thoughts proudly scorning. 



The sea-bird sung her funeral dirge, 
And the wild wolf's cry was there, 

And the lowly moan of the ice-bound surge, 
And one bleeding heart — ^in prayer. 
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But the brilliant god of life and light 
In his mid-day pride was shining, 

As I mourned with a soul as sad as night. 
On that lonely beach reclining. 



And still as the gleam of his golden rays 
Her green grave palely lighted, 

I thought of the flower of other days, 

Which the damps of death had blighted- 

I thought of her far and fairy bower, 

In the Amo's myrtled air, 
And I prayed that some sympathetic Power, 

Might waft her last sigh there. 



I prayed that her pure and spotless soul 
To the realms of bliss might flee. 

As the sun rose up to his glorious goal. 
From the grave of that dark cold sea ! 
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From Amo's spicy clime she came, 

like thee, sweet flower, 
All pure and bright, as memory's dream 

In sorrow's hour. 



But thou hast bowed the head, sweet flower, 

In this dark sky — 
Why left ye both yon sunny bower. 

To droop and die ? 



Luleo, 1821. 



NORWEGIAN NATIONAL SONG. 



My home is on the mountain, 

My home is on the fell, 
Where springs the bubbling fountain, 

And the rem-deer love to dwell — 
And there with song I conjure forth 

Each wild rock's hidden treasure, 
And draw fix>m earth the source of mirth. 

And every honest pleasure. 
The mountain-top that bears the pine 

Is freedom's dearest dwelling — 
And there I rove the world above. 

Nor heed its noisy swelling ; 

M 



} 
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Or, sheltered from the angry gale, 

Some gentle streamlet near, 
Low in the richly-wooded vale 

My leafy hut I rear : 
Whilst round me trips the happy lamb, 

And loud the oxen low, 
I laugh at fashion's idle dream. 

And wealth, the source of woe ; 
And often, from my lone retreat, 

See many a great man's fall — 
And dearer deem my grassy seat, 

The happiest of all. 

Or, should I on the naked strand 

My island-dwelling raise, 
Where many an egg is on the sand, 

And many a sea-bird strays. 
And there a mighty draught of fish, 

A boat-load chance to take — 
Why, Heaven has granted every wish. 

Nor farther would I seek — 
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One dish becomes the frugal board, 
And so, with laughing eyes, 

** May fishes swim/' I gave the word, 
"Flourish the Fisheries." 



Sing then the Dale, the Rock, the Strand 

In wine, gold, fish, abounding. 
And leave the water-drinking band 

For wine-cups gaily sounding.— 
Old Norway is no desert-place. 

There Nature's self is kind ; 
Then leave the Turk his solemn face, 

I am not of his mind — 
For I will drink to Norway's health. 

Sing Dale, and Strand, and Fell, 
And wish to each one joy and wealth. 

That loves our C!ountry well. 

Trondjem, July, 1826. 



IMPERIAL AND PAPAL ROME. 



ly those dark hours, whose melancholy sway 
Strives with the radiance of our brightest day, 
Amid the gloom we all must share below, 
Which every gayest son of mirth must know, 
Tis sweet to gaze from memory's height sublime. 
Far o'er the half-forgotten fields of time — 
Then, if the wandering eye should rest at last 
Upon some frail memorial of the past. 
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In the dim landscape we behold it stand, 
like some tall pillar on Palmyra's sand ; 
To memory's eye the mouldering shiLft recalls 
The faded splendour of surrounding halls. 
Tells us of old the pomp which centred there, 
Till the bright pageant sinks — and all is air. 



In Norway's skies, that tinge with lightest blue 
The wildest crags that fancy ever drew. 
Where Arctic tempests howl, and wild winds swell 
O'er rugged precipice and gloomy dell, 
'Tis told, at evening's hour, when all is still. 
Save whispering breeze, and sound of bubbling rill. 
Unearthly forms, in warrior-garb arrayed. 
Rush thro' the air, a glittering cavalcade — 
And now a lengthened line, and now is seen 
A serried square, and charge of armed men. 
Pilgrims in slow procession close the rear. 
Just skirt yon cloud's dark base, wind round, and 
disappear. 



H 
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Nor less, when history's glowing page displays, 
Full to the view, the tale of other days, 
In magic tints the pictured scene appears 
Fresh with the life, nor heeds the stamp of years. 



Genius of ancient Rome ! whose conquering car 
Led Ccesar on to Transdanubian war, — 
Bade Brutus strike, and yet disdained to save 
Philippics field, and Actium*s bloodstained wave ; 
Why was thy arm, O mighty genius, slow 
To turn the tide of Fate, and crush th' insulting foe ? 

When treason lurked in midnight's silent hour, 
Where were ye, guardians of your country's power ? 
Alas ! ye slept in honour's glorious tomb !— 
Your spirit woke not in degenerate Rome ; 
Else when ye heard the charger's lofty tread 
Break the lone rest of each sepulchral bed. 
Your souls had burst the silence of the grave, 
And waked again to conquer and to save ! 
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What — though of old the imperial city stood 
Queen of the world, and frowned o'er Tiber's flood, 
Tho' every wind victorious tidings brought, 
Of blood-red fields in farthest Asia fought, 
Of Coilg^h's might in Grampian wilds o'erthrown, 
With scythed cars, and terrors all their own. 
Yet perished Rome— in glory's evening — hurled 
From the proud height that looks o'er half the 
world. 



So on some Alpine ridge, whose dizzy brow 
Frowns o'er the vale, and shades the gulf below, 
Like eagle's nest on loftiest cedar's branch, 
Hangs high in air the glittering avalanche. 
September's wintry wrath, and July's pride. 
Nor melts the mass, nor shakes its snowy sid 
So firm it seems, that you could think it grew 
From the rude rock, itself a mountain too. 
How wide the ruin, when at length it fell. 
Uprooted pines and shattered hamlets tell. 
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Yes — ^perished Rome — ^but what avails to name 
The woe which clothed the mighty in her shame; 
When the wild foe, with shout and disarray, 
Climbed in pursuit the Capitolian way. 
Where once in peace the native conqueror trod. 
To pay his homage to the thundering god ? 
Why tell the silent street, the tottering fane. 
The shattered wall, half levelled with the plain. 
The mother's shriek, the famished infant's cry, 
The gaunt pale cheek, parched lip, and languid eye, 
The dreary meeting in the weed-grown gate. 
Than solitude itself more desolate? 



Tis past — and time rolls o'or the mournful scene, 
Rome lifts her head, and towers again, a Queen. 
Yet in her train no pomp of battle waits, 
\ No steel-clad legions bristle in her gates. 

No more she wields the sword — to her is given 

(So preach her saints) a mightier power, from 

i 

heaven—- 
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Death, once the friend of those whom none can 

saye. 
In his cold anns no longer lulls the brave — 
Her power begins but when her victims die. 
And for revenge exacts eternity ; 
To thrones above directs the march of fate, 
And makes her God the minister of hate ! 



But was it peace advanced their gory tread 

O'er fair Provence, whom holy fury led ? 

When mid the ranks of war, unsandalled, came 

The lowly chief who bore a martyr's name, 

And bade the dying warrior sink to rest. 

By heaven approved, and by his country blest ?- 

How many a vine-crowned hill and lowly dale. 

Responsive once but to the poet's tale. 

Startled to hear the trump proclaim the foe. 

And taught her echoes hoarser sounds of woe. 

o 
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Fierce in his might the ruthless Bigot came, 
And wrapped the city and the field in flame — 
No hand in all the host to strike was slack, 
No footstep in the path of blood went back. 
Till silence sunk o'er every vocal glade, 
And Fancy, now an exile from the shade. 
Felt in her heart the springs of song decay. 
And hushed her voice, and cast her lyre away. 



Yet — nursed by priesthood in the cloister's 
gloom. 
Fair Science rose, and blessed regenerate Rome, 
Paid at the Muse's shrine her earliest vow, 
And twined the wreath round Leo'a honoured brow. 
Immortal Leo !— lo, thy guardian hand 
Nursed every art, and watched o'er all the land, 
Repaired each altar of Ausonian fame. 
And graced the deed with Buonarotti's name ! 
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Be thine the deathless meed, the poet's lay. 
The pure effulgence of unclouded day. 
The papal fillet and the civic crown — 



Yet ne*er again shall suppliant nations own 

That power which grasped the prostrate world of yore 

From Ister's wave, to Thule's angry shore. — 



Still — when o'er Rome the tmt of evening shed, 
In shadov^ grandeur veils her dusky head, 
With awe the Italian views her time-worn walls. 
Her marble fountains, and her sculptured halls ; 
And all the faded pomp of years gone by 
Wakes in his breast th' involuntary sigh. 
Tells him how vain the haughty victor's boast. 
The sword, the banner, and th' embattled host — 
For time has swept their trophied pride away. 
And war's stem towers have mouldered to decay. 
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Yet — ^if some sad memorial still remain, 
Alone it speaks the beauteous City's reign. 
Alone recalls her splendour, and her pride — 
How Marius conquered, and how Ceesar died. 



MARY. 



fU^ ^^M^-^^-r^^*<i-^ 



I MARKED a gentle tear-dxop deck 
Thy drooping eyelid, Mary ; 

Yet knew I well, where'er it fell, 
It fell in kindness, Mary. — 



No, no— I knew that softest dew 

From pity's fount had parted, 
And fell on earth, in fairy birth. 

To bless the broken-hearted. 

p 
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I marked the blush's yarying glow 
Suffuse thy features, Mary — 

Yet knew I, blush could never flush 
Thy cheek in anger Mary. — 



No, no — I knew that changeful hue. 
Its tint from sorrow stealing ; 

With some its name perhaps is shame, 
With Mary, holiest feeling. 



POURQUOI PAS? 



Becausb I see thee young and bright, 

Yet loveliery purer far 
Than glittering flash of Polar Light, 

I love thee Pourquoi pas ? — 



Because my life has waned away 
In many a wayward scene. 

And thou art like the spring of day. 
Unsullied, and serene, 



Because it gleams thy snowy brow, 
Like yonder Evening Star, 

I pledge thee thus my changeless Vow, 
I love thee Pourquoi pas ^ 



But tell me, if that lowly prayer 
Were spumed ? Dans le trepas, 

I still might lull a world of care. 

Still love thee ^Pourquoi pas ? 



' 
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Thike ? by the snowy brow, 

By the dark hair 
That falls around thee now, 

In the lulled air, 



By the deep, dewy lash 
Of that proud eye, 

By heayen's lightning flash 
That passed thee by, 
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By yonder stars — ^which seem 

To bless the spot 
Where thy soft glances gleam, 

And grief is not, 



And by that crested wave. 

Struggling to lie 
Where its white wreath might lave 

Thy feet — and dicy 



By all of joy or love 
That life can give, 

By every hope above. 
For thee 1 live. 



1829. 



LA GRANDE CHARTREUSE. 



RupiBVS Alpinia — ^ultia contagia nostri, 
Ut fama est, rnundiy superb yicina procellis 
Stat Carthusa Domus — Ckeli solennibus Aris 
Parcit adhac Aquilo— parcit de montibus imber, 
^temeeque nives, et non yitabUe Fulmen. 



Saxa inter sylvasque rudes undamque sonantem 
Assurgit lugubre nemus — Penetralia circJim 
Mystica deciduam sparsere crepuscula lucem. 
Nee penitj^ confessa die» penitusve recessit. 
At pacata quies — ^at aok) in vespere narrant 
Funereos gemitus, planctusque per atria duci, 
Noctumasque preces, etmissum ad sidera murmur. 

R 
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Hie ergo antiqiium tumulos, terrique repostas 
Sanctorum cineres, quicquid venerabile tellus 
Quicquid habet pulchrumque, et non delebile, 
secum 

Mens tacito mirata mettL turn spiritus eeger 

Obruitur lacrymis, luctiique agitante recumbit. 



ErgOy ubi lugubris circum preecordia ludit 
Mnemosyne, veteresque lubens accendit amores, 
Ordiar annorum lapsus, cyathisque frementem 
Leetitiam — dum grata ruens ad pensa juventus 
Luxuriat, lentumque diem deducit in umbras ? 
Qu6 mis heu ! insane puer ? quid prodiga vites 
Dia Venus, risusque juvant, noctesve Deorum 
Aut ducti toties inter carchesia somni ? 



Cinge caput myrto — ^faciles innecte corollas 
Temporibus — preetende novum cenricibus ostrum- 
Vento trade metus — Quis te sperare docebit 
Fallere iter tumidi, cyatbisve immergere curas? 



POEMS. 65 



Heu I mcdree, pictos cum jam periftre per hortos, 
Aut veraans apiom, aut germen florentis anethi, 
Vere iterum rident, et per virgulta resurgunt. 
At nos — ^felices, fortunatosque laborum, 
Ut venit suprema dies^ tellore silenti 
Sancta quiea reficit mortb, nox alta sepulchri ! 



At quoniam periisse datum est, et seriiis angunt 
Annorum Labor, et preeyisi spicula Fati, 
Quid prohibet, quia, si longo fortuna dolori 
£t sola heec cuns superest panacea, silenter 
Obversi in terram, fessi infelicibus annis, 
Nil ultrii optantes desperantesve, cadamus ? 



Vasti adeb longique mali sit terminus ille 
Discipulis, Epicure, tuis — cum claudicat eetas 
Insanos exosa dies, tum desinat esse. 
Accedat tumuli potiiis prsesaga Senectus, 
Non canum demissa caput, non obruta curis, 
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Non vano turbata metiii sed flummis instar 
Pacati. 



Dum plena cient pneconia vates, 
Heroum ad cineres tacito sub vespere gressa 
Miles eat, pubesque frequens ; expendat uterque 
Phidiacum mannor, designatosque triumphos. — 
Vastis una animis et justo Marte peremptis, 
Post victas aciesy et tot certamina^ restat 
Sarcophagi meices. Tamen illud defuit olim 
Cannarum spoliis, Pompeianseque fayillse ! 
Hac famulosy Fortuna, tuos, h&c arte repeudis 
PultoToe gemitus, debellatumque Trionem — 
Talis honos tumuli est. 



At tu quocunque sub axe, 
Quisquis es, in nostro cui quondam cura sepulchro, 
Mitte supenracuos fastus — sit nulla querelie, 
Nulla super tnmulum ficti discordia luct^s. 
Nee mendaz solenne lapis perturbet Asylum. 
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Hoc precofy ut tumuli ▼erao.de cespite serpant 
Purpurei floies, ut mane expiret odores, 
Ut violee assurgant prims, sereeque morentur — 
Has opto exequias — at tu, de more, faviUee 
Impendens lacrymam, paulumque moratus, abito. 

Grenoble, 1820. 



NORVEGIA. 



Written on the Case of a Biap of Norway. 

1821. 

Sylvaeum Formosa ade6 Norvegia Nutrix, 

Montibus, et scopulis, lat^ue sonantibus undis 

Ipse tuis, Aug usqtM velim mseroie carentes 

Instar Avis sacraie dies, sincera loquentis 

Naturee, non Artis Amans. 

s 



IN APOLLINIS VENATORIS. 



AuDiN ! ut aerio per hiantia nubila lapsii 

Incita divin& sibilat hasta manii ? 
Audin ! ut extremi morienfl exeestuat irft, 

Alatam et serpens proterit ore necem ? 
Sublimi cenrice minax slat Pythius Heros— 

Ceede simul monstri gaudet, et arte Deus. 
Fronte nitor cceli, ridetque eetema juyentos, 

£t decet auricomum splendor uterque caput. 
Numen, io Numen ! — credas spirare fi^ram, 

Saxaque vix animam posse tenere putes. 
Stat finnus, leviterque simul, ceu fort^ per auras 

Cum ruit, et visam vix sinit esse fugam. 
Interek sparsos Euro fluitaie capillos, 

Et videas rapid& pallia mota vi&, 
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An fatear fonn&sse hominem ? Divina docebor 

Diving artifices constituisse manus ? 
Scilicet hoc opus est coelesti dignius arte^ 

Cum rudia omantur saza, Deumque vides. 
Mira per attonitum contagia serpere vulgus 

Credimus et dubios pervolitare metus. 
Mitis eraty magno ceu quondam accensus amore 

Arte puellares novit adire choros ; 
Acer — ut ardentes coeli cohibere quadrigas, 

£t solitus rapidas est agitare feras. 
Talis erat, qualem sancti ad penetralia Pindi 

Somnia Virgine& fingere mente putes. 
Hunc tamen, hunc timid& fertur yidisse querela, 

£t Virgo immistas Galla dedisse preces. 
Flamma per ardentes crescit spatiata medullas, 

Inque dies virus pascitur, inque dies — 
Languet, et ad niveee latus immortale figurce 

Labitur extremis questibus, et moritur. 
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